CREATIVE EVOLUTION                        itg
"Welcome Home**, For this function every sitting in the
great hall of "Edinburgh Castle55 was occupied; and when
Lord Shaftesbury, on behalf of the People's Church, presented
to Mrs. Barnardo a silver tea-service, emotions could brook
no restraint. The assembly, jumping to its feet, rent the air
with cheers, Barnardo seemed the hero of the East End,
and now that he was married, admirers expected of him
still greater things.1
! The viioL story cf Barnardo's courtship and honeymoon was told me by
Mrs. Barnardo; and many letters, which through her courtesy I have been
privileged to read, show that as a lover, both before marriage and till death,
Barnardo was scarcely less ardent than as a friend of the outcast child,